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Heaven. Our prayers are useless. The light of her life has
gone out. There is no hope, and death is not far distant from
her/
When he heard this, Hsi-men Ch'ing bowed his head and
was silent. He wept. At last he said: "Teacher, you must help
her."
"It is the will of Heaven/' said the priest. "There is nothing
I can do," He asked to be allowed to go. Hsi-mSn Ch'ing urged
him to stay the night. "Being a priest, to walk through the
dew and pass the night upon the mountains is nothing to me,"
the priest said. Hsi-men Ch'ing could not persuade him to
stay. He told his servants to give the priest a roll of cloth and
three taels of silver. "It is God's will that I should.make use
of the knowledge I possess/' the priest said. "I have taken an
oath that I will never take anything from the world. I cannot
accept your gift." But, being pressed, he told a novice to accept
the roll of cloth and make a gown for him. Before he left he
said to Hsi-men Ch'ing: "Sir, you must not go to her room
to-night. If you go, you too will have trouble. Be cautious!
Be cautious!" He went out of the g#te and walked swiftly
away.
Hsi-m£n Ch'ing went back to the courtyard. He saw that
all the lanterns had been extinguished. This made him very
sad and he wept before Ying Po-chueh. "Brother3 this is her
destiny," Po-chueh said. "We cannot take her back against
the will of Heaven. You must not be so sad. The fourth
night-watch has sounded." Then he said: "Brother, you are
weary, go and rest. I will go away now and come again
to-morrow morning."
"You must have a light," Hsi-mSn Ch'ing said. He ordered
Lai An to take a lantern and light Ying Po-chueh home. Then
he went back to his study. There he sat by himself with the
light of a solitary candle. His heart was torn by distress and
he could only sigh. He thought how the priest had said to him
that he must not go to his loved one's room. "But how can I
desert her now?" he said to himself. "I will go and see her
even if I die for it. She may wish to say something to me." So
he went to the sickroom.
The Lady of the Vase was sleeping with her face to the wall,
but she wakened when she heard Hsi-m€n Ch'ing, She turned

